A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
'What have you got for them for breakfast?' I ask,
'Rashers, fried bread, jam, Sir/ says the worthy
man; 'they should be able to fight on that all right;
and each man Is to have cold tea and lemon in his
water bottle/ he adds proudly. * You're wonderful/
I say, 'and all within twelve hundred yards of the
enemy!'
Here and there I see the men get up and stretch.
The officers are shaving. Starrett brings me some
hot water to do the same, jimmy Law comes round
from Brigade with a chronometer to synchronise
the time, as everything has to be done to the second
as we are all most punctilious in all that pertains
to the destruction of ourselves and others. 'Don't
you go and get shot to-day, Jimmy; your mother
would never forgive mes and I rashly promised her
you would get home in September/ I raggingly say
to him. 'The general just told me, Sir, you would
kill him If I got in the way of anything harder than
my head!' he replies. Well, if you do apparently
there will be a double murder/ I say, cso mind
out/
The whistle blows. The men fall in, in fours,
in their companies, on the Hamel-Albert Road.
The battalion Is reported present! Zeno hour is at
7,30 a.m. All is quiet on the western front. It
is now 645 a.m. A pin could be heard to drop. In
three-quarters of an hour's time an inferno will
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